RALPH    RASHLEIGH
answered the miner with a laugh.  'And so you will knows
soon;   for to-morrow is pay-day.*
Rashieigh asked no more questions, and soon, with about
five hundred others, he was marched of? and shut up in a
great room in the barracks, where they were left to pass the
night on the floor. At dawn on Sunday, the hoarse shouts of
a barrack officer aroused the men, who were turned out into
the yard and drawn up around a series of triangles, used
for securing men who were to be flogged- A clerk sat at a
table, and four scourgers stood beside the triangles, each
with a number of whips laid out on a bench. The signifi-
cance of this muster was clear to Rashleigh, and he waited
dejectedly while the clash of arms and the roll of a drum
heralded the approach of the commandant. An opening was
made in the ranks of the convicts and the official dressed in
full regimentals, attended by the sergeant's guard, marched
in and took his seat at the table.
*Dash my old duds/ whispered a fellow next to Rashleigh,
'look out, my lads! The cove has got on his fighting-jacket,
so it's going to be a regular field-day.'
The clerk opened his book, and the overseer of the
miners was called. He made a loutish reverence to the
commandant, and handed in his punishment list.
'Charles ChatteyP shouted one of the scourgers, acting
as announcer.
A little duck-legged Londoner stood forward.
"What's he been doing?* demanded the commandant.
'Neglecting his work, your honour,* answered the over-
seer.
*One hundred lashes.'
The little Cockney was stripped and tied to one of the
triangles, while three other convicts were *tried* in as many
minutes, and triced up to the other triangles, naked. At a
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